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Far, far away, in the heart of the great forest, lies 
the land of the friendly Goblins. If you looked 
hard enotigh, you would find their little village 
tucked snugly away in the grassland and all their 
little houses shaped like mushrooms. 

Now, these Goblins are tiny folk with bright blue 
skins. They wear white trousers and hats, and they 
are ruled by Great Goblin, who wears red clothes. 
He is the oldest of them all and has a snowy 
white beard! 
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Although the little Goblins all look alike, they are 
really quite different from one another! 

There is the Greedy Goblin, who loves to eat big, 
rich cakes with lots of cream. 

There is the Conceited Goblin, who thinks he is 
very, very good looking, and is always admiring 
himself in the mirror! 

There is Lazy Goblin, who simply cannot keep 
awake and is always dropping off to sleep. 

There is Clever Goblin, who wears big reading 



glasses, and thinks he knows everything, and is 
always telling the other Goblins what to do. 

There is Joker Goblin, who is always playing jokes 
on the other Goblins. 

There is Musical Goblin, who plays the trumpet 
very loudly, but very badly! 

There is Grumpy Goblin who is always in a bad 
temper! 

And there are lots of other Goblins, all different, 
but all very nice little folk, really. 
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One fine day Greedy Goblin and Clever Goblin 
were searching in the forest for fresh walnuts when 
suddenly, in a little clearing, they came across a 
little bundle of green cloth, tied at the top in a knot. 
As they crept towards it, very puzzled, the bundle 
moved! They jumped back in great alarm, but it 
became still again. So they plucked up all their 
courage, and untied the knot! They jumped back 
again as the cloth fell away to reveal a little yellow 
duckling! 
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“Now how on earth did that get here?” asked 
Greedy Goblin. “And now we have found it, what 
are we to do with it?” 

“We must take him to his parents!” said Clever 
Goblin, looking over the rims of his glasses with 
great authority, “that is what we must do. Great 
Goblin always says . . . .” 

But Greedy Goblin wasn’t interested in what Great 
Goblin always said. 

“So that’s what you think?” he cried, “then tell 
me this, Clever Goblin; where are its parents? And 
how do we find them in this great big forest?” 

“I don’t know!” replied Clever Goblin, who was 
annoyed at being without an answer. 

“But Great Goblin always says ....!” 

“You see!” cried Greedy Goblin triumphantly, 
“you don’t really know what to do!” 

And a fine old argument developed, until the little 
duckling began to cry, great big tears splashing 
all over the place! 

“Oh dear!” cried Clever Goblin, “look what we 
have done!” So they took the little duckling back 
to their village. 





























The Goblins in the village were all very surprised 
when their two comrades came marching along 
with the little yellow duckling! 

“Where did you find it?” they chorused. 

“In a bundle in the forest!” they replied. 

“Yes!” cried Greedy Goblin, “I am going td give 
him some of my favourite cream cakes!” 

“But he is not as handsome as me!” smirked 
Conceited Goblin. 

“Well, I shall play him a tune on my trumpet,” 
exclaimed the Musical Goblin. 
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“And I will not play any practical jokes on him,” 
promised Joker Goblin, and that was a very big 
sacrifice for him! 

Then they all fell silent as Great Goblin began to 
speak. 

“We must, somehow, return, the duckling to his 
parents!” he pronounced gravely. 

“You see! You see! I was right!” cackled Clever 
Goblin. 

“Oh! Shut-up!” they all cried, “you are always 
right.” 

And they all crowded round the lovely little 
duckling, to stroke it, feed it and admire it. They 
were really very kind Goblins. 






The little duckling then began to walk round and 
inspect the village. 

Greedy Goblin was afraid it would find his secret 
hoard of nuts, but the duckling behaved very 
well—at least until it tripped over Musical Goblin’s 
trumpet! 

There was a great quacking and an awful CRASH 
and there was the trumpet—quite ruined! 

The Goblins were all quite pleased about this really, 
because they were rather tired of Musical Goblin’s 
terrible playing but, to their dismay, he cried 
“Never mind—I still have my trombone. I can 
play that instead!’’ 

At last the duckling found its way to the Goblins’ 
pond and with a splash, it plonked right into the 
water! 

“Look out! It will drown!” cried Greedy Goblin 
in alarm. 

“Don’t be silly!” cried the Clever Goblin, “it is a 
duckling, and ducklings can swim as soon as they 
are born.” 

He was right, too, for Dilly Duckling, as they all 
called the little bundle of yellow feathers, went 
paddling happily across the pond. 

Then Great Goblin, who had been thinking very 
hard, spoke again. 






























“If we are to get Dilly Duckling back to its parents, 
we will have to go and tell the Storks. They will 
know what to do.” 

In another part of the country to the Goblins’ 
land lived the Storks, whose job it was to deliver 
the newly-born animals to their parents. The 
Great Goblin had realized that one of the Storks 
must have dropped Dilly Duckling as he was. being 
delivered to his parents. So he asked for volunteers 
to go to the land of the Storks, to tell them that 
Dilly Duckling had been found safe and well. 

All the Goblins wanted to go, but Great Goblin 



chose Clever Goblin and Greedy Goblin, because 
they were the ones who found Dilly Duckling. 

The pair of them set out for the land of the Storks 
and, after a long journey* during which they 
argued continually about almost nothing at all, 
they came upon a small village. 

Near the village, they found a farm, with a great 
tall chimney stack, and right on top of the chimney 
stack was just what they had been looking for—a 
Stork’s nest! 

Sitting on this nest was a very old Stork, who was 
wailing, “Oh dear! Oh dear! I am growing so old 
that I can no longer see as well as I used to! Oh 
dear! Flying over the forest I dropped a new¬ 
born duckling! It was in a green cloth parcel, and 
I was taking it to Mother and Father Duck! I 
have flown all over the forest but I cannot see 
it—whatever shall I do?” 

























“Oh! Mr. Stork,” cried Clever Goblin, “you can 
stop worrying. We have found your little duckling, 
safe in the forest. He is with us in Goblin land.” 
The Stork was very happy to hear the good news, 
and snapped his long beak with joy. “Snap! 
Snap!” It opened so wide that the Goblins were 
afraid that they would be gobbled up! 

“Now if you would both jump on my back, I’ll 
fly you home and collect my little duckling!” 
cried the Stork. 

So they climbed on his back, and with a great 
flapping of his wings, the Stork soared up into the 
air and soon settled down in the midst of the 
crowd of Goblins in Goblin land! 


The Goblins all said their sad farewells to Dilly 
Duckling, and they wrapped him up in his green 
cloth, and the Goblins tied it round the Stork’s 
beak just to make sure that he didn’t drop him 
again! 

Greedy Goblin and Clever Goblin got permission 
from Great Goblin to go with Dilly Duckling, 
perched on the Stork’s back, to meet Mother Duck 
and Father Duck. 

This time, the Stork did not drop its precious 
bundle and flew high over forests and mountains. 
The Goblins thought it was great fun to see the 
land from so high in the air. 
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At last, they arrived at the place where the land 
meets the sea, and there stood an unhappy Mother 
and Father Duck. 

When she saw the Stork appear in the sky, Mother 
Duck gave some excited quacks, and when Dilly 
Duckling was uncovered, she and Father Duck 
were delighted. 

They were very grateful when they learned of the 
way in which Dilly Duckling had been rescued by 
the Goblins and promised to fly over to visit the 
Goblins just as soon as Dilly Duckling could fly. 
At last it was time to go home again and the two 
Goblins climbed on to the Stork’s back and away 
they flew, into the setting sun; Greedy Goblin was 
thinking of what he would eat when they got back, 
and Clever Goblin talked away all the time, but, 
as usual no one paid any attention to him! 
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Merry-go-Round Books 




THE CURLY HEDGEHOG 

The story of how Curly at last won the admiration of his brothers and 
sisters. 


AHMED AND THE MAGIC CARPET 

How it came about that Ahmed, a poor Persian boy, became the master 
of a flying carpet. 


DILLY DUCKLING AND THE GOBLINS 

Dropped by a stork In the middle of nowhere, Dilly Duckling is found 
by the goblins. 


BOBBY AND THE INDIANS 

An exciting day in the lives of two small boys when they meet in an 
Indian village. 




























































